Bog Song by Abbate, Francesca
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 34
Issue 1 Spring Article 43
2004
Bog Song
Francesca Abbate
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Abbate, Francesca. "Bog Song." The Iowa Review 34.1 (2004): 121-121. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.5862
Bog Song 
Praise me, I told the water lilies, for I am half invincible, 
half destructible, half mad: am, in fact, a divine half 
and a half not, and it is lonely out here and hot, 
and half a lifetime has elapsed on this floating path 
with its canopy of poison sumac, its pale, half-dead 
orchids, the dreams of bog people hidden 
under the planks?so finely pored, so stubble-bladed, 
so adept at heat and loneliness, so not half?for who 
else will praise me now, I who was too clever by half, 
who had an idea but no map: narrowing road, clearing, 
the sun like the secret shining in the dark halves of all things, 
like the improbable spirit?house in a wood, 
wet seed under the weight of thought? 
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